THE   CHERISHED   MARE

wise, to dry her soaked skin and warm herself, as one among us.
It may be said of the weak nomad horses, that they have no gall.
I have seen a mare, stabling herself in the mid-day shadow of the
master's booth, that approached the sitters about the coffee
hearth and putting down her soft nose the next turned their heads
to kiss her, till the sheykh rose to scold his mare away. They
are feeble, of the slender and harsh desert forage; and gentle to
that hand of man, which is as the mother's teat to them in the
wilderness. Wild and dizzy camels are daily seen, but seldom
impetuous horses, and perverse never: the most are of the bay
colour. The sheykh's hope is in his mare to bear him with ad-
vantage upon his enemy, or to save him hastily from the field;
it is upon her back he may best take a spoil and outride all who
are mounted upon theluls. Nor she (nor any life, of man or beast,
besides the hounds) is ever mishandled amongst them. The mare
is not cherished by the master's household, yet her natural dwell-
ing is at the mild nomad tent. She is allied to the beneficent
companionship of man; his shape is pleasant to her in the in-
hospitable khila. The mildness of the Arab's home is that pub-
lished by their prophet of the divine household; mild-hearted is
the koran Ullah, a sovereign Semitic house-father, how indulgent
to his people! The same is an adversary, cruel and hard, to an
alien people*

SUMMER   DAYS   IN   THE   WILDERNESS,    WILD
CREATURES
Now longwhile our black booths had been built upon the sandy
stretches, lying before the swelling white Nefud side: the lofty
coast of Irn&n in front, whose cragged breaches, where is any
footing for small herbs nourished of this barren atmosphere, are
the harbour of wild goats, which never drink. The summers
night at end, the sun stands up as a crown of hostile flames from
that huge covert of inhospitable sandstone bergs; the desert day
dawns not little and little, but it is noon tide in an hour. The
sun, entering as a tyrant upon the waste landscape, darts upon us
a torment of fiery beams, not to be remitted till the far-off evea-
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